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TERE is no kind of 17%, 
B which reqtires a livetier 
Force, of mofe ¢omprchen- 
BYive Turn of Spirit, than 
W That which We infcribe on 
wil Avonuments, to expref{s the 
Wu Cha: aéters ofthe Dead: ne 
feat tam forry 1 have Reafon 
} to objerve; Thar almoft 
ei] ¢vcry Church, in England, 
mms ic a Wirsicis of our Delici- 
nce in it. —!'The Fire of the Fancy thould, on thefe 
Occafidtis, be cxtreamly Inrente, and Subrle, becaufe, 
wanting Contiivity, it has all irs Bfees at a Flafp ; 
and can therefore have fo Adediam + ft muft be eicher 
piercing or contemptible. — ' 
“WHEN 1f ftand before the Tomb of Mr. Dryden, 
in 4 fimivfter- Abbey, [ am always in Debate with my 
cotiterning that Delicacy of “Vencrarion, which 
was thé Caufe of its being inferib’d with more than 
his Jnimortal Name..—‘The Noble Founder thought it 
Supe:fluous: to add any Thiag, after’ that: Becaufe 
there fcarcé /ives a Reader, who can be unacquainted 
with his Charaéer. — Yet, methinks, on’ the other 
Hand, the Expreffion of a Decent Gratitude, may be 
held Due 10 a Benefa@or, however rais’d above the 
Wanr, or the Expectation, of our Benevolence. And, 
to carry it yet farther, tho’ no Profenation cou’d be 
more unpardonable, than the Product of a Vulgar Ge- 
nius, on a Subjeé fo exalted, there is, at leaft, One 
Spirit, in the Nation, greatly Equal to the Labour: 
And This, the Founder of the AZonument muft have 
known, more certainly than any other Perfon, becaufe 
more'nearly converfant with, and more fufficiently a 
Judge of, him. ‘ 
I WOU’D-no-, after'this, fay, I mean Mr. Pope, 
bur thar, in the Courfe of my Papers, I fhali lec him 
rceive, thar I am ‘no Flatrerer. — | have with’d to 

ee his A/is Soul do tionour t@ his Father’s Duff, and 
animare a Marbie, which can never be more digni- 
fied, than ir already is, unlefs His own Remains fhou'd 
viGt it! —. When my Paffions feel his Force, in Eloife's 
ftrugeting Corflids, I attend him, thro’ the Depths of 
Nature, with the Reverence which is dye to God-like 
Wifdom and Philofophy! And, while my Fancy flames, 
and glitrers, in the fportive Vaftnefs of his Levi'y, 
where Belinda’s Hair attracts him, | am tranfported at 
his Wit, and Gaiety, and grow in Love with his Good 
Breeding ! Yet, Five Parts in Six, I doubr, of all that 
Admiration which has been paid to thefe inimitable 
Fligtts of Genius, is Implicite, and mere Accident : For 
there are Strokes, fo fine, and delicate, that, like Angeis, 





—— 


they muft be invifible to the Eyes of Cemmon Mortals, 


and feen only by thofe happy Few, whom Heaven 
vouch({afes a Vifit to 


{ Price Two Pence. ] 


I HAVE been fhewn an Epitaph lately, which is 
faid to have been written by this Gentleman, for the 
Tomb of a Friend of his: And the Thought, on which 
itruras, is very happy, and extreamly Natural. — Ie 
has been publith’d, in tome of our Weekly- Papers; but 
not io full as I here give ic. 


To this fad Shrine, whoe’ie thou art, draw near, 

_ Bere lies the FRIEND, maj? wept, the SON moft dear, 
Who ne'er knew Joy, but Fiterdfhip might divide ; 
Nor give bis Fatoer Grief — but, when be died ! 
How vain is Reafon! Elcquence, how weak! 

When POPE mij? tell, what BARCOURT cannot 
({peak ! 

Yet, Let thy once-lev'd Friend inferile thy Stone : 

And, with a Father's Sorrows, mix bis own, 

Ab, no} "tis vain to ftrive —_ It will not be. 

No Grief, that can be told, is fele fr THEE : 


THE Manufcripts, of this fine Epitaph, which are 
handed about Town, have, already, various Readings: 
And in fome, the two laft Lines are wholly omitted. 
But, I can never fuppofe a Caftration; of thar /mpor- 
tance, Genuine; becaule the C/ofe, ar the firft Break, 
has a Strength, fo full, and diftinguifh’d, thar it left 
an abfolute Necefficy, for a vigorous Turn of Thoughr, 
in the ConcluGon of that which follows it : Whereas 
nothing could appear more languid, and unequal to its 
Author, than to have ended, after fo fine a Stroke, 


with faying no more, thanrhis: Let your Friend write 


your Epitaph ; and tell the World, That he is as forry for 
your Death, as your Father is, 

| HAVE nor, I think, at home, read any Piece, 
of this Kind, more ftriking, and ftrongly rais’'d upon 
the porce of its touching Simplicity ! Buc I remember 
to have feen two Apitaphs, both, Foreign; which gave 
me a Delight, of the fame Narure. — I {hall cranflate 
them, as near as I can, into Enslifh, This, firft, is 
by a French Poet, on the Death of Cardinal Richlieu : 
And has in it, a cerrain Mixture of the Great, the Nae 
tural, and the Surprizing, which is very rarely to be 
mer with. 


Stay, Traveller! — for, All you want, is near, 
Wifdom, and Power, 1 feek. — They, both, hie here. 
Nay, but I look for more, and raife my Aim, 

To Wit, Tafie, Learning, Elegance, and Fame. 

Here ends your Journey, then: For,here,the STORE 
Of RICHLIEWV lies. — Alas! repeat no more. 
Shame on my Pride! What Hope is left, for Me, 
When, bere, Death treads on All, that Man can be. 


THE Second, which now follows, is of Spanifle 


Original; and was the Epitaph of a beautiful Neice 
of the Famous O/ivarez. 
If 
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Uf (weeping Love!) Inquirer: feek to know 

Her Name, whofe Chaims enrich the Duft below ; 
Point up, and bid'em read : But, fay no more : 
Nor firive, in vain, to count her Vertues o'er, 
Scarce cou'd the fweet Amount be jujily fung, 

Tho’ Her Each Atom were an Angci’s Tongue ! 





W HERE there is Juftnefs, and Propriety, in thefe 
Rays and Beaniings of Wit, they break out upon our 
Fancy, with irrchftable Forée and Lutire? Weare af- 
tem dazzled, for a Moment, even with the falle Imura- 
tion of it, where the proper Sence is mingled, and cos- 
founded with the Afeaphorical. But' we no tooner 
examine it, clofely, than the Countericit Colovrs va- 
nifh, and we defpife our own, and the Poet's Weak- 
nefs: Whereas, when the Thought is just, as well as 
fhining ; when it is founded on Iruch, in Nature, and 
only raifes our Admiration by its Grandeur, Grace, 
and Noblencfs, the Heat, contracted, and pointed 
ftrong upon a near, and fingie Center, inflames and 
catches, like a Buining-Glafi; and Stocks and Stones, 
are melted down by it, almoft as fuddenly as Gold 
and Silver. | 

{ T were a Work of General Ufe, and no unplea- 
fant Entertainment, to make a AZwtzr of the Falle 
Thoughts, or affected Turns of Wit, and pals ‘em, in 
Review, oppos'd to fuch, as are True and Solid— The 
Common Taffe would ftand corrected, and confent to 
give up their Favourites; for Few can want Good 
Senfe to diftinguifh, when they fee "em together ; and 
mark, that Truth, (which is Nature reprefented ex- 
actly as fhe appears) is the Life and Seul, of Think- 
ing ; and Grearnefi, Delicacy, and Delightfulnefs, the 
fine Drefs, and Ornaments, of it. 

THE black Eyes of the Spanifi Ladies, have a 
Jack-o’che-Lanthern Arightnefs, that i8 very apt to 
miflead the Poets of that warm Country. The foilow- 
ing Sénnct is a Maflerpiece, of its Kind, and may de- 
ferve to ftand as an Example of that Falfe Wit above- 
mention’d: As confifting, chiefly, of contradictory 
Idea’s, which are fore’d together, like Oi/, and Spirit, 
by the Violence of the Writer's Fancy ; but feperate, 
and diftingufh themfelves, as foon as they have Time 


to fetele. 


I know, too well, my cruel FATR! 

Why thefe fweet Eyes have Sable Cevers, 
Mere Pity bids em Mourning wear, 

To grieve the Fate ef murder’d Lovers, © 


Affift me, then, thou killing Adaid! 
I hate my Foe, and mult defcat him: 
Ob! lend me but your Eyes, in Aid, 
And He's Stone Dead, when next I meet bim. 


\ 

BUT tho’ fuch Turns as Thefe are unnatural, and 
therefore ridiculous, when apply’d to any ferious Pur- 
pofe, yet there are Turns, both upon Words and 
Thoughts, thar, preferving the Trutt of Meaning, are 
fo far from being Faults, that in all rhe lighter Kinds 
of Poerry, they are extremely graceful and defirable. 
Thus in the famous Epigramof Aufonius, relating to 
Dido, who fled from Phenicia to Carthage, upon the 
Death of her Lover Sicheus, and, afterwards, died her 
felf, upon —ABneas’s forfaking her, the Thought ts juft 
and folid ; and tho’ it glitters, and is fo full of Pome, 
yet, it bears, without diminifhing, every Light that it 
can be view'd in. —I will give borh the Latin and 
the Englifh, becavfe our Language has been judg’d in- 
capable of expreffing :r, without more Compafs, and 
Weaknefs, than the Original, 


In felix Dido, nulli bene nupta Marito' 
Hoe pereunte fugis: Hee fugiente peris. 


Poor Queen! rwice doom’d difaftr’ous Love rotry 5 
You fly the Dying ; for the Flying, die / 


THERE is fomething too, of an elevared Smart- 
nefs, and thar will bear the niceft Examination, in the 
Thought of a French Poet, concerning a Cardinal, al- 


ready nam‘'d ; who was accus’d of holding too grear 
an Afcendant over his Mafter. 


Ii eft trop abfolu, fur l Efprit de fon Maiftre. 
AMais fon Maiftre, par Lvy, eft le Maiftre des Roy's, 


Tho’ he thadow’d his Mafter, with arrogant Wings, 
Yer, he made, whom he matter’d, the Matter of Kiogs. 


IT is this Power, in the Conception! This com- 
prehenfive Grafp of Meaning / where more than can 
ve exprefs'd, in Pages, is crowded into fingle Senti. 
ment, and infinuated to the Reader, {o as to {well 
and expand ic felf, in his Undertaking! It is This. 
that is True Poetry! That makes up thar iiluftrious 
drt, which is therefore. juttly, call’d Divine, becaufe 
it fhakes, and moulds the Soul, and bows it to irs Pur- 
poles; traniports us out of our felves, and raifes a 
Creation, round us, which is wholly of its own efta- 
biifhing / 

B U T how different from this, is Poetry, as it is com- 
monly underftood and practis'd! — A crifling Skill in 
Meafure, and an ecafie Sweep in Rhyming, are no 
more what makes the Poet, than the Chimes-can be 
call’d the Church, or the Chariot makes the Doder. Fie, 
who thinks, in a vulgar Madner, will be fo far from 
concealing his Emptinefs, by the Verfée, he pretends to 
charm by, that like the dirty; Fool, in the Gofpel, who 
invited himfelf to the Marriage Feaft, and {at down 
among the fine/t Guefts, without a Wedding Garment, he 
will be but pointed out, with the moré Contempt; and 
ferve to fet off the vaft Difparity, between himéfelf, 
and thofe he prefumes to mix with, 

WHOEVER does but reflect on the different 


| Figure, France now makes, among the Princes of Europe, 


compat’d with That, which every Body remembers 
Her to have made, within thefe Twenty Years, will, 
in Juftice to a moft Heroick Monarch, diveft himfelf 
of the ungenerous Lirtlénefs of Common, National, 
Prejudices, and obferve with Pleafure, That Great 
Prince’s Influence, over the Wit and Genius, as well 
as the Courage, and Obedience of his People. — Wh 

I read the Birth-Day-Songs of our Englifh Laureats, 

fee the Poornefs of their Salary, thro’ the Slightnefs of 
their Sentiments. But the moft light, and jovial, Per- 
formances of our Neighbour Nation, when they had 
their King, for their Theme, feem'd to glow, with a 
Warmth of Gratitude, as if Rea/on ftrove with Inven- 
tson, which fhou'd praife him with moft Copioufnefs.. 


Qu'sl regne ce Héros, qu'il triomphe totijours : 
Qu'avec luy foit toujours la Paix, ou la Vitoire! 
Que le Cours de fes Ans dure, autant, que le Cours 
De la Seine, & de la Loire!’ ) 

Qu'il vive, autant que fa Gloire! 


May our Hero long reign, and ftill triumph, in Srate ! 
And Comqueft, or Peace on his Purpofes wait ! 
Ler the vourfe of his Years, like the Loire and Seine, 
Flow with Fullnefs and Strength, above Timz’s deep- 
eft Drain ! 
For while, bleft with her King, what 1s France to 
wot? (implore, 
Bur, thar He may Jive, ’cill his Fame lives no more! 


1 Defign'd, when I began this Paper, to fay a great 
deal more, than I left my felf Room for, concerning 
Epitaphs, and Elegies; but I muft refer, what remains, 
to fome other Opportunity : And willccnclude, with 
one of the Sublimef? Pieces of Extravagance, that ever 
heated the Jmagination of a Poet. — The Author was a 
Portuguefe, and, in defcribing the Affaulr of a Fortrefs, 
by his Countrymen, {peaks of the Ditch, in a Flight, 
ar once fo wild, and yet fo ftrong, that it is impofiible 
to find a Proof, more pregnant, that Genius without 
Fudzment, can do nothing confiderable, in Poetry. 


The yawning Ditch declin’d, with dreadful Steep, 

And, from Days aking Eye, fo backward fell: 

| That Saints might pafs, thro’ its unfounded Deep, 
To feare the Devils, and let in Light, cn Hell! 





Princed for J. ROBERTS. in Warwick-Lane- 
And where Compleat 
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